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belief that I would return, because I was with the great explorer
Amundsen.
Clare came to the boat She wept all the time, and that made
the parting hard. When the ship backed out of the slip, I kept
waving to her on the pier as she tried to smile and be brave, but
dabbed her eyes with her little handkerchief.
For a long time I stood at the rail with a heavy heart. The ship
"turned slowly in the stream, then moved toward the Battery, the
procession of Manhattan skyscrapers marching majestically by. I
watched until we were far down the bay and the New York spires
had huddled together and shrunk. Then my depression dropped
from me like a cloak.
It was a mild March day—the first hint of spring. Spring would
soon touch the Arctic, too, and there lay my destiny. With a
buoyant step I walked forward to watch the passage of the Narrows,
lighting a cigarette as I went. The vessel was the Scandinavian liner
Oscar //—the Peace Ship.
IX   TO KINGS BAY
W
INTER lingered in Oslo. The hills were still white with
snow, the air was frosty. Amundsen met me at the pier.
He was wearing a green Alpine suit and a hat with
a feather in it.   He informed me that during my stay I was to be
his guest in his villa at Boenefjord, a suburb of Oslo twenty miles
out in the country.   There the explorer lived, next door to his
brother.
But I was not to expect too much. Norway was not the United
States.
"We live on just coarse, simple food," Amundsen warned me.
After that, breakfast was a bit of a surprise, for it was bounteous
with jams and eggs, flaky rolls, coffee and rich cream. But that was
nothing compared with lunch, or, I suppose I should say, dinner.
The family sat down at noon, and it seemed to me we spent the

